il

\

NEW YORK TRIBUNE, SUNDAY, OCTOBER

z8, 1917

New Nork Tribune
Pirst to Last—the Truth: News—Editorials—
Advertinements
Member of (he Audli Burran of Clreulatioos,
SUNDAY, OCTOBER 28, 1917

| = —— - - =
Owned and published dafly by The Tribune Ameclalion, &
New York Corporation. Ogpden Reld, Prealdent; Q. Vernor

Rogets, Vice-Preatdent. F. A, Suter, Troasirer.  Address,
Tribune Bollding, 1594 Nassau Street, New York Triephone,

Beckman =000,

e — —

SUBSCRIPTION RATES —By Mall, Pastupe 'ad out-
wide of Oreater New Yori

IN THE UNITED STATES. OUTSIDE OF GREATER

NEW YORK
1yr, Smo. Sma 1me
Pally and Sunday L. B0 NS BRE0 MR
Dally only....... canns A0 i 1D 0
Sunday oalf....... . . 10 1.23 b r
CANADIAN RATES
Dally and Bunday........co- $lo00 g0t 3350 SO0
Dadly onir. « 1.9 a0 1.78 W
Bunday OBl .veevenes . bto M 1D A0
FOUEIGN RATES

Dally and Bunday. ... ....... 52400 1200 SA0e  §1L.00
Dally ooly..... ernees 00 R8O 4B0 100
Sunday ouly 109 230 115 A0
Entered af the PosteMos st New York as Second Clam

Mall Matwr
an  purchase in THE
1% abe ~tlon pesulis
THE T I pAF YOUT money
H gulbbiicg. We make

el uving
MEMBER OF THE ASSOCIATED TREESS

Tha Asseeisted Fress Is enclusieely entitied to the use for
republioation of all pews dapaiches od te it or not
otherwise credited i 1 aper and also the local news of

spiulansous origin pubiahed herein
All rgtts of republication of all other matter hereln are

alenr reseTIAd

A Great English Journalist

The current number of “The National
Review" includes a notice that its editor,
Mr. Leo J. Maxse, will be henceforth as-
sociated with the direction of “The Lon-
don Globe.,”
into daily journalism of one of the great-
est of magazine editors in England and
one of the most powerful personalities in
the journalism of the whole world. Aside
from Clemenceau, who is both a statesman
and a journalist, it may be doubted if
any man writes with more destructive

power, makes more deadly warfare upon
shams, weaknesscs and follies in high
places than Mr. Maxse.

More than ten years ago,
whole world was surrendering itself to
fantastie notions about universal peace|

when the

and disarmament, when England was in
the hands of men who had forgotten
Europe and interest in the British

last

showed that one woman had understood.

This woman went to Mr. Hoover and the
Department of Agriculture, got all the
facts in the case and came back to recon-
struct her candy kitchen along war lines.
A few days after her return her customers
found her plan outlined in the booklet
folded with their menu cards.

“We can eat all the candies we want
with a clear conscience,” read the announce-
ment, “if we cat those made from things
other than cane or beet sugar; candies
made from honey, molasses, maple sugar,
fruits, nuts, raisins and chocolate are
available and make delicious sweets. In
our shops, then, we purpose to display only
those varieties which are made entirely or
largely from the substitutes for cane and
beet sugar.”

If such a piece of volunteer work was
good in August, when the sugar shortage
was only a matter of prophecy, how much
better is it now, when the country is
actually seeing the bottom of the suga®
bin? This patriotic candy maker deserves
the thanks of a public that has preferred
to follow the dictates of its sweet tooth
rather than those of its Food Adminis-
trator.

Bib-Tying vs. Bookkeeping
One more Woman in Revolt has nailed

poses to find out what mere man is going
to do about it. Her complaint is a
familiar one, though newly and narrowly
expressed. She complains of bib-tying.
And if that is not enough, she adds acid
words designed to picture the boredom of
washing children—yotr children, any-
body’s children, behind the ears or any-

This marks the entrance|where else.

Their beautiful little bodies are a treat
for a while. Nobody minds tying strings
around their little necks for, say, three
thousand times,
which this particular mother evidently
feels more like choking the dear little
thing than helping it on its way. BSo,
being & frank sort, she writes to her
favorite magazine sbout it. Must this
dull routine of home life always uprise to
dwarf & woman's growth, restrain her
ambition and cramp her style?

We have just one wish for this restless
mother. That is that she should become
a bookkeeper for a year or two and post
entries between day book and ledger for a
few thousand times a month. We have
seen both jobs, bib-iying and bookkeep-
ing, and we put our last Liberty Bond on

Empire, Mr. Maxse was telling his publie
what Germany intended to do, Month|
after month and year after year “The Na- |
tional Review” get forth what was to hap-i
pen, with unmistakable clarity and force. |
Had the voice of Mr, Maxse been heard in
the days that preceded the crisis of 1014
Great Britain would not have been taken |
unawares when the great conflict occurred. |

Before the war Mr, Maxse warned Eng-
lishmen; his voice was frequently shrill. |
It was not always with moderation that
he spoke of calamities which were to come, |
but when confronted with the clarity with |
which he saw one wonders now at thel
moderation with which he spoke. Noother

bookkeeping as so far surpassing the
womanly job in general all round utter
monotony and boredom as to leave no
possible room for debate.

In our humble judgment, all work worth
the name is monotonous and involves end-
less repetition—none more so than the
artistic and much envied vocations, let us

| say, picture painting, singing, writing.

No bib-tving mother of a dozen ever re-
peated her chores a hundredth times as
often @s Paderewski practised his five-
finger exercises. Appalling routine stands

Is child routine worse than others? Is
cooking? Not if you enjoy the game it-
self, we submit. That is the only point
we can descry in this outery from a Mod-
ern Mother. There might and should be
more choice for women. Scme of them

her standard to the masthead and pur-|

But the point comes at |

journalist in England can point to so con-|

sistent and so honorable a record in the|*™® bungling parents, are bored by their
jobs and ought to be put to work at which

years preceding the war as the editor of they are good. Others are good parents,
“The National Review.” Those who re-!enjoy bib-tying and do it well. Let them
fused to take his warnings before the war remain parents and possibly help bring
because they held Mr. Maxse to be a|uP the children of incompetents,

fanatic now criticise him for the passion In the mean time we could stand much
: : less sympathy for the many mothers who
with which he spoke in the past, but the don't need it and much more for the poor
criticism s a mere cover for their own children of our restless friends, who cer-
blindness. Mr. Maxse saw the truth as it tainly need more than they will ever get

was, told it fearlessly, told it steadily, and at home.

his is not the blame that he spoke in vain. |

Since the war came no voice has more
steadily, more firmly proclaimed the single
necessity of fighting to victery than that
of the editor of “The National Review."
Other men have been taken in by German
tricks, deceived by German manceuvres,
have temporarily or permanently fallen
victims to war weariness, Mr. Maxse has
never wavered, he has never been mistaken
as to the true character of the German
peril and the single means of escape in
the future from the perils that oppress
ull mankind in the’preaent. His has not
been a great following. He has not
stooped to the devices which please the
mob or win the support of those who fol-
low the journalist who tells them what
they want to know and what pleases them
rather than seeks to force upon them the
truth they should know. But though his
public has been comparatively small his
influence has been great and continues
great, and no British magazine to-day is
more worthy the attention of American
readers than “The Review,"
because none more consistently pursues

National

a steaightforward policy and seeks a
clearer end,

Mr. Maxse's entrance into daily news-
paper work should be an interesting and a
useful extension of a career which will re-
main memorable in journalism. Like Cle-
menceau, Mr. Maxse has killed many pub-
lic men with & single phrase, but not even
Clemencesu has served the Allled cause
more loy.lly or more worthily through the
press than the editor of “The National

Review."

Sugar Famine and Candy
Last July, when Mr. Hoover began talk-
ing sugar shortage, he was nddressing an

audience apparently without ears or under-’

standing, Manufacturers and housewives
alike continued to treat sugar as though
the supply were infinite. In August, how-
over, there appeared on the tea tables of a
certain chain of tea rooms in New York a
small booklet, *War-Time Candies,” which

A Painter’s Posthumous Work

Degas's death followed hard upon the
death of Matthew Maris. Degas was
more or less of a recluse; so was Maris.
Temperamentally, the two painters were
as unlike as could be, but they had this in
common, that they were both extremely
exacting and fastidious about their own
work and formidably discouraging to visi-
tors and patrons, Each in his own way
was a crank of the first water, and it was
accordingly inevitable that far-fetched and
absurd comparisons sghould be made be-
|tween them, The critics have not missed
| the opportunity.
| The London correspondent of “The
' Westminster Guzette” does well in re-
marking on the obvious unlikeness of the
two, but it would be instructive to learn
!whnt ground he has for the allegation
| that the great Frenchman “was more than
suspect of being an astute dealer in his
own works,"”

When Degas was introduced to the Lon-
don public in the '90s “The Westminster

his work. Some scattered scraps of this

ory of the chronicler, creating a vague
impression that Degas was out to enrich
himself by shocking an innofent public;
for he tells us that the true reason Degas
would admit no one was “because he did
not wish anybody to know what pictures
he possessed, and where those which were
on the market were coming from." Fi-
nally, we are assured that “it will be a
matter of surprise if he is not proved to
be a rich man.”

All this will be news to most readers.
There is in truth no mystery about the
origin of the pictures that have been sold
for such prodigious prices in recent years,
for most of them were painted long ago.
It is well known that for years Degas
would part with nothing in his studio.
Occasionally the fortunate possessor of
one of his works suffered him to borrow
it for the purpose of retouching some part,
but the experiment was seldom repeated.
When Degas laid his hands on onc of his
works it was the hardest thing in the
world to get it back, as the owners learned
to their cost.

Degas must have left & great desl of
unfinished work. Of late years he spent

Guzette” was a repository for some of the |
worst rubbish ever printed about him and |

fierce controversy may linger in the mem-

much of his time modelling in wax. Fre-
quently he tore the, figures down after
completing them, using the material again
for further studies. It is to be hoped
that some of these precious experiments
have been rescued in time. But apart
from them there must be a mass of draw-
ings and paintings, unless indeed the ar-
tist took it into his hedd to destroy them.
One can never count on the whims that
may possibly control a painter of so irri-
table and eapricious a temper,

The notion that Degas enriched him-
self by disposing of his work privily is
grotesquely nbsurd. It is far more likely
that he died in debt, and the possibility
that some of his unfinished works may
fall into the hands of strangers and be
treated in such s way as to make them
marketable is highly disquieting. But the
gudden appearance of unexpected master-
pieces in the hands of secret buyers is the
last thing to be expected.

More Goading From Captain Persius
There is nothing new in the lament of |
Captain Persius over the inactivity and
want of enterprise shown by the British|
navy. All the German naval critics have
dwelt on this point constantly, never ceas- |
ing to taunt the enemy on the score of |
timidity bordering on cowardice, a re-
proach of which Captain Persius, how- |
ever, magnanimously acquits the fleet,
laying all the blame on the administra-
tion at Whitehall. “The First Lord of
the Admiralty,” he explains, “wants al
majority of the chances of success on hin‘l
side, and in the present case he may have |
considered that the forces at his disposal
for the operation in question were mnot,
equal to the German naval forces and the |
German coast defences.” I
What “the operation in question” is can[
hardly be gathered from the truncated |
passage quoted in the Berlin dispatch to
“The New York Times,” but it {a clear
that Captain Persius has been discussing
'Havoml recent events, including the opera-
I tions in the Gulf of Riga and the success-
iful attack on a convoy between the Shet-
[1and Islands and the Norwegian coast. He |
| poes on to speculate on the prospect of |
[ offensive operations in the Helgoland
Bight or against the German coast, but
without holding out much hope of so dar-
ling an adventure.
| He is probably not far wrong in his
|conjecture that pressure will again be
| brought to bear on the Admiralty in re-
lspect of what he calls its “passive atti-|
tude.” And, indecd, the aggressive re-
formers who boasted three months ago
of their success in driving Sir Edward

| Carson out of office have apparently a

genuine grievance. What evidence 18
there of that miraculous transformation
predicted with so much confidence when
Sir was appointed First
Lord? Three months iz not a long period,
but Sir Eric's predecessor had not been
in office above two when rumors of his
resignation were current; and we all know |
what the more noisy of the ink-pot strate- |

Eric Geddes

back of all genius that succeeds. | gists would have said had the events of

the last few days occurred under his ad-
ministration.

It is not the fault of theiso who accepted
the word of these eritics if they feel
obliged to recognize a ceriain justice in
the censure of the Germans, and feel as
much disappointment as Captain Persius
Limeelf in the changes that promised so
much five months ago. For it is actually
five months and more since genius was
imparted to Whitehall in the person of
Sir Eric Geddes, who at once—according
to so high an authority as Mr. Pollen—be-
came a dictator in pretty well everything
except the conduct of the war. The fin-
ishing touch was his appointment as First

Lord in place of one whose “whale attitude
was an abdication of original policy.” At
laat the submarine was to be beaten, and

nnder the influence of another “school of
thought” wonders were to be wrought by
p complete change of system.

It is always possible that the taunts of
Captain Persius are not entirely disin-
terested and that occasional mishaps are
not invariably attributable to schools of
thought or First Lords. The war at sea
is a complicated affair, and it is coneceivable
that there are some difficulties in the busl-
ness that are not always visible to the
aggressive school of thought. In his
modest address to his constituents the
present First Lord dropped a hint which
some of his enthusiastic worshippers might
ponder. “When I went to the Admiralty
1 thought I knew all about the deeds
of the navy,” he said; “but I didn't." It
is not impossible that those who complain
g0 much of inactivity might be forced to
revise their opinions if they were in his
place. As it is, however, they provide |
|useful and weleome texts to Germam
crities.

Horse Steaks
(Frem The Ohicoge Tribune)

We have it on the word of Superintendent |
G. E. Wentworth, horse market depnrtrnent'|
Union Stockyards, that “the meat of young
horses ia sweet &nd tender,” while “sged
| horses are good for stews.” Quite toothsome |
|negs are being cast aslde by the artillery.
|“Eat them."
| Never having tasted s horse, we hesitate,
ithou;h recognizing the charms of the pro-
| posed delicacy. Cheap? Eight eenta a pound.
Dignified? France and “many other onlight-
!emd countries” eat horse. Naughty? A,
{here lies the chief allurement! A city ordl.
‘nance forbids.

No “horse, mule, ass, donkey or burro” ¢an
appear on your table without interesting the
{police, 1t is forbidden to slaughter him. It
' is forbidden to mid, sbet or assist any one
selling or offering to sell him for food or
glving him away or having him on hand. First
offence, "not more than §200." Second, ditte,
end #0 on till you quit,

Although we imagine Chicagoans will go
slow about euting horse, Mr. Wentworth's
suggestion {s of value, in that it helps to
brenk down prejudice. Who eats shark?
Who eats dogfish? Who eats whale? Devil-
fish and snails, so plentiful on land and sea,
sre relished only by parinks and the eleet
Whole herbariuma of weeds are good to eat,
but are nowhere eaten except in Little Itsly,
While admitting that elrcumstances may
sventually force us to est “horse, mule, ass,
donkey or burro,” we prefer to inseribe them

FRANCE CLEANS HOUSE
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“As you will—we sweep up your ‘traces’

"

—Abel Faivre, in L'Echo de Paris,

e

Thoughts on the Night of
August the Third

By Emile Cammaerts

[This translation from the French was made by
Mme. Cammaeris. ]

iFrom The Yale Review)

—~What are you doing seated there, with your
head wrapped in your cloak?
—What are you doing crouched there, with
your chin upon your hand?
What are you doing lying there, with your
eyes fixed on the sky?
—We are waiting for the sun to rise upon the
waters.
And for the morn to follow on the night.
—We are walting for the dead to awake.

The soldiers are watching around the tomb,

| They have rolled the stone {n place, they have

set the seals,
In the starry night thelr bayonets gleam,
They are wearing polnted helmets on their
heads.
They speak a speech we do not understand,
A langusge harsh and heavy as their steps.
By the very grave, they lower not thelr
volces,
And they stumble on the ecrosses and they
curse.

What is lacking, O my Country, to thy Pas-
glon?

Hast thou not had thine sgony in the Garden?

Wast thou not forced to take Judas kisses,

That night in August when treason

Kissed thy cheek and wrung thy hand?

Itidst thou not, llke Jesus, have to make thy

cholce?

What {¢ lacking, O my Country, to thy Cal-
vary?

Didst thou not fall three times beneath the
cross—

At Liége, at Namur, and at Antwerp?

Wert thou spared their spitting and their tn-

sults,

Thelr mockeries and thelr blows?

Didst thou not bleed beneath s crown of
thorns?

Didst thou not feel the nails plerce thy
flesh—

Dinant, Termonde, Andenne, Tamines?

Didst thou not ask to drink, and taste

The gall on mocking sponge,

While undernesth thee, at thy feet,

The soldiers cast upon thy vestures lots?

Iidst thou not for Justice thirst and hunger?

Didst thou not et the captive’s bitter bread?

Did thou not drink unte the very dregs

The eruel cup of shame and slavery?

And yet the uph dld not join in thy mourn-
ing,

The heavens were not overcast and black,

No loving hands were near to lay thee

Tenderly in thy tomb.

And now, not three days but three years have
passed

Sinee thou fellst, like too ripe frult, into thy

grave,

they rolled the stone in place and set

the zeals,

And gt!ll the dead have not arisen aguin, . «

Since

—~What are you doing seated there, with your
head wrapped in your cloak?

~—~What are you doing lying there, with eyes
fixed on the sky?

—What are you doing crouched thers, with
your chin upon your hand?

—We are listening to the reapers sharpening
thelr scythes.

-~We are breathing in the perfume of our
country’s fields,

—We are watching the paling of the moming
etar,

The Waterfall

(From Contemporary Vierse)
Here, where the eterns! waters fling them-

“1\'“|
Motion itself stands still. The flashing
storm
Of change has wrought {tself In changeless
form,
Seulptured In white between the rocky

shelves,

Over this ledge the centuries are hurled,
Fixed in one mighty Instant; and a!l time
Eounds in & single multitudinous chime,

Here in & green cleft of the lonely world.

toward the foot of the waiting liat,

-

—MARION COUTHOUY SMITH.

With the Army in o

By Helen Hayes Gleason

Who Is Working ina Y. M. C. A. Canteen in One of the Camps of the American Army

The American boys have been grouped in|
a room opposite mine on the court. In the |
room of a friend who is sick I could see |
them from the window, They talked simple |
talk of the day's doings. One of them hadl
a near collislon with another motor. The |
voices were ringing and twangy and care-
less, and the talk was full of “gee whiz"
and “damns” and giggles. Then they sang,
and that nearly got me. They sang as only
our youngsters can sing. Not in the three
years over here have I heard just that
thing ~by good voices, young and lusty, a
native wealth of joy in the lilt. It brings
back crowds of memories of vaudeville and
camping. It is the galt of an up-to-date
fractious horse that is fond of itself, that
knowy it fs strong, and thinks itself and
fts country about right. Their singing of |
our ragtime is the second homesick jolt I
have had to-day. The first arrived at 7
o'clock this morning, before I was out of:
bed. 1 heard the volces of sixty sallors
who had come on leave for a few days. 1

never lost money. This was close by a zol-
diers’ camp. MHe coined money there. Dut|
after a little while, even though he is taking
money, the novelty wears off, and the old eall
to return to the army comes,

He said:

“1 don't care how homely & person is, or|
anything, therc’s always one person loves
em., Now, my mother loved me, [ know
she loved me—I'm not so sure about my |
old dad. He would not let me do all the
things 1 wanted to, But my mother, sher'
would. Anything she had was mine.”

He is in the cavalry, He hates It be- |
cauge an officer has the power to take one's
horse, if he wishes, sfter you have broken
and trained him, Once, before leaving the
service, ha shot his horse rather than sell
him to an officer and lose truck of him.

"

once. He could loock at me that day, now
and again. His lieutenant could do nothing
for him on the change, and he supposed he
would have to go on. 8o we talked abous
that for a few minutes, and then he puiled
out a letter and poked It at me. It was
from his mother and it was one of the
finest letters 1 have ever read. It was well
written in a nice hand, and full of courage
and faith and affection, They were farmer
people; fairly well-to-do farmers, I should
think. She spoke of the crops; how they
were getting on; how they were short of
help so that she and the little slster coald
not drive across the country to the county
seat—their old home—ns they wished, but
would have to give up that drive and work
with the men. The letter closed with an ap-
peal to the boy to do honorably; to do his

But there are not many men of this type very best forhis country’s sake and hers; that
in our army; a few regulars and a good she was very proud to think of him enlisted

many roughnecks. They look out for them-
selves,

The boys 1 mect all the time, the boys
that make my heart ache sre those of six-

teen—hoys ‘who have lied sbout their ages

and ready to do his part. Because I liked
| that letter he ventured to show me a sec-
_nm! one, and that also from his mether and
! equally fine.

| Most of these boys of sixteen are home-

| in order to get in or who have changed the | gick; sick of their venture; not sorry that

h their voices ealling across the courti, : ;
eard their voices ing 8 [figures in the certificates made out by their | they responded to their country. You can

“Where are youl”

“Got & nilty room1?”

“You oughta see mine.”

To-night I talked with four of them wait-

fathers stating their ages.

A Homeslck Boy
One day I came out of the end of the hut.

ing for & taxl. I spoke to one; sll swarmed | 1y w00 in the middle of the afternoon. There

up, dying to talk. One, the youngest 100king  yare not many people around. I very nearly

and the toughest, said: | stumbled over a boy who had been waiting

“You oughta have scen me to-day. I eried
an hour, | was 8o homesick.”

The vicest one, the one with the gold teeth, |
asked madame for the address of the hotel, |
so he could get back to-night. He grinned
at me.

“] don't want to walk the streets of Parls |
looking for this place.” He took his hat |

apparently for some time. I said, “Hello”
to him, and he got very much embarrassed.
He was sitting on a box. “Can I have a few |
minutes with you, miss?™ We sat down to-
gether. It was very evident he was longing |
to talk and that he was in trouble. He start-
ed right off with this: l

“If you was fifty years old and had ll

| always touch them at that point, but sorry
| there isn't “something doing.” They didn's
know that the greater purt of war ls me-
raotony—the most fearful monotony to be
endured, because it's monotony in a strangs
country where the language is strange;
where lotters from home are very, very few;
where there are none of the amusements that
almost any village has at home. Thers {8
nothing to do efter the long fatigues; no
“movies,” no chewing gum to buy, no stlek
candy, no American tobacco, no girls that
“eavvy” United States,

It fsn't that we haven't thesa supplles.
Wa have them, and then they run out, and

off—they all did when they spoke—und there | 50 jike me, what would you want him | jt {3 the in-between times that seem always

were the crowns stuffed with money. {

The homesick one pulled out a wad of |
American bills from his pocket,

One spoke scornfully of the “yacht™ he
came over In (probably the biggest ship we
own), and said it was the worst gale ha
had seen—a typhoon. He was about twenty.

The Strength of the Youth

That seems to me only typical of our
boys and of our army. They all feel as if
they had come out of the one country on
earth, and they have a wealth of enthusi-
asm and untapped strength—the strength of
youth back of them, good health and the
tradition of plenty, They are full of fight,
though most of them don't know why they
have come over, but they feel sure that,
they nre going to start things and then
finish them quickly. They have rather &
good-natured arrogance toward the boys
who have been fighting. It is harmless and |
ignorant; it 1s not bad-hearted.

But there are all kinds of boys st our
front. Here are some of the types:

A keen-looking man—a man past thirty,
He was sharp, and hard, and fascinating;
he had been fifteen years and seven months
in the army. He {8 a gambler and a cow-
boy. He ecares more for horses than for
men. He had been with the Northwest
Mounted Police foree, which has a record
back of it, and he had been with the Texas
Rangers. He overheard me talking to a boy |
one day sbout 600 frencs he had just won.|
After the lad had gone, the cowboy, who
was throwing metal disks at a frog's mouth,
strollad over to me,

“Six hundred francs!” he said, “600 francs!
Is that all he made?! Why," he said, “I
cleaned up $1,700 om the boat coming over.
What's 800 franes? [It's hardly worth play-
ing for.”

And then he began to spin yarns, and he
talked for two hours. He is thirty-seven.
Between army enlistments, when the time
has run out, he takes a time off “to sport,”
as he says. He has & motor car, he plays
all the gambling jointa and he plays usually
in great luck. Sometimes he sets up a
businesslike roller-skating rink, with a danee
hall and a bar attached. All money went
through his own hands—it was arranged
through some checking aystem so that he

to dol”

This boy was physically and mentally sick. |
He was the sickest boy I have seen, and It|
was all worry, because he felt he had not/
made good. He was so sick and so sell-
conselous that he could not look at me at!
all; he could mot meet my eye except as
he turned round and said: “Look at my |
eyes, you ean tell what 1 mean.” His eyes
were bloodshot. He was not able to eat;
he could not sleep. He worried all the time
about everything. He waa on the debuting
commlittee in his school at home, was al-|
ways up in his studies, and when the call
came for volunteers he was one of the first
te join up in his village, and every one was
proud of him. His friends gave him a watch
a3 & going-away present, and his mother |
and everybody believed that he was doing
the right thing, and that he was going to|
do well snd nobly. And here, after many
weeks, he had found nothing but monotony |
and very rigorous training, which, I think,
were more than his strength could endure |
He could not ges that he was making |w|:u].I
He eouldn't realize that going through this
routine sand keeping up with the routine
was making good. He felt that his people
and his friends expected something pict-
uresque. And he worried himself sick, for,
he didn't think that he deserved their be-|
lief or that wai~h they had given him. LN
wanted very much to be transferred to some |
kind of duty with mule teams. He under- |
stood mules, and he thought that would help |
him to get back his physieal strength, |

He s#aid: “All armies are alike; they don't
eare swbout a fellow, I have been to the
infirmary and they won't do anything be-
cause I'm not actually sick in bed. But,"”
he sald, “my mind is sick, and [ ean't
atop thinking." He was under sge. [ asked
him to come back after he had eeen his
lieutenant, to tell me whether he could be
transferred for s little while, He sald he
would, but never once did he look at me
in all this time. Then without any warn-
ing at all he fled acrosy the field.

The second day he came, sort of shying
by the counter, and I recognized him. He
spoke. I went out in the front of the
hut alone to give him an opportunity to
come up and talk. He came up almest at

|

-

| were full,

to be there.
Amerlcan Talk

The firat night I went into the hut elus-
ters of boys, seven deep, stood around, elbews
ing their way into the centre of the cirele
just to ask a question; It didn't matter what
question; it had nothing to do with what
they want*ed to know; it was just talking for
the sake of talking and looking. If I eaught
the eye of one through the erowd it would
embarrass him for just 8 moment, and then
he would iInvariably say, “An American
woman! Why, I ain’t talked with s woman
who could ‘savvy’ me sinee June” And for
days that's what they would say. They
would file in and edge up to the counter and
talk, or just look—crowds of them—and then
gradually they would come up ss individuals
and show me letters and talk about home.
One night, during a speech at the other end
of the hut, & boy was hanging over the coun
ter beside me. There was only candle light
—one candle,

“I wouldn't mind very much belng home
to-night.” That was all he sald. [ den't
think he could say any more, for his eyes
Thet is all anybody said, One
short, very talkative, uneducated man, not
young, showed me the picture of u pretty
French woman. “A young school teacher,”
he said. “Yes, sir; she teaches hundreds of
refuges (not -refugees) in Paris. Yes, #ir;
the placa I had supper at with her, the house
in Paris, why, it hud cost between twenty-
five thousand and thirty thousand dollsrs,
and everything to match—fifty rooms.”

He had served Uncle Sam in several cam-
paigns. The Germans will never take him
alive, “I gotta revolver to do the business
when I get cornered.”

He told me about shooting an elderly man,
a spy, In Cuba., “Well, when you get your
orders you gotta perform ‘'em, or else psy
for 'em yourself."

I repliod to him, “It's better to pay fof
them than do what German soldiers do under
orders.” .

“Sure, it in,” he replied. “But I withed 8
bullet could put me out of my misery lots
times. Yes, it was misery, misery, awiul
misery.” He kept repeating “misery.”

(Te Ba Oontinued Nost Sundash .‘.Li‘




